David Arnot

" They say/' said Mariota, " that this place
is haunted. On dark nights a clash of arms
has been heard, and the cries of wounded men.
You could tell me of the Romans, who, in
the forgotten past, invaded this Galloway*
When I ask Ludovick, he says ' They were an
alien race, so why think of them ? * and the
Reverend McClorg thanks God Almighty that
Hell is packed with pagans. Be they Romans
or Greeks of old, or Papists of to-day, he
damnifies them with an equal fervour. But I
would gladly credit God with greater leniency.
Master McClorg makes God in his own image/'

Then Arnot, briefly, but in words incisive
and compelling, described to her the force
and vigour, the high courage, the superb
determination and the iron self-command,
which had made ancient Romans conquerors
and masters.

As he spoke, an indefinable yet striking
change came over him, and Mariota, thrilled
and fascinated, hung upon his words.

"You make it seem as if these men are
living," she exclaimed.

" So verily they were," he answered.

" So they seem to be again," smiled Mariota,
" and I can assure you that you look more
like a soldier than a wise dispassionate
philosopher and skilled chirurgeon. Had you
lived in Rome two thousand years ago, I vow
you would have given wounds, instead of
healing."